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I.  Songs  from 
the  Shore 


Qumte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


THE  BELLS  OF  SANDHURST 


1 


THIS  night  the  Bells  of  Sandhurst 
Thrill  on  the  stilly  air 
Like  vibrant  voices  of  the  skies 
Wafting  a  vesper  prayer. 


2 

Sweet  notes,  all  pure  and  liquid, 
Float  over  Quinte  floods 
As  odors  sent  on  summer  winds 
From  freshly-opened  buds. 


3 

They  search  the  crags  and  crannies, 
The  shaded  nooks  of  trees. 

The  deep  penumbral  arcades  of 
Our  fancy’s  imageries, 

4 

In  limpid  obligato, 

Clear  as  a  crystal  stream, 

That  threads  the  sound  of  falling  seas 
Like  echoes  in  a  dream. 


1 


Quinte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


5 

Before  the  shores  engathered 
Out  of  earth’s  glacial  glass 
Perhaps  adown  her  deep  defiles 
Did  such  sweet  echoes  pass. 

6 

But  certain  since  the  ocean 
Digged  deep  her  sapphire  caves 
No  purer  roundelay  of  sound 
Has  swelled  across  the  waves. 

7 

Perhaps  from  depths  of  woodlands 
When  skies  the  sundowns  brush 
There  comes  as  sweet  and  soulfully 
The  song  of  hermit  thrush. 

8 

But  his  is  strained  through  feathers, 
Soft  round  a  golden  throat, 

While  these  are  dulcified  from  brass 
As  o’er  the  waves  they  float. 

9 

Soft  as  the  winds  of  evening 
That  drift  below  the  moon, 

Sweet  as  the  sighs  of  dreamers 
Around  our  souls  they  croon. 

10 

Theirs  are  no  costly  bronzes 
Nor  intricated  chimes 
That  beat  the  air  to  rhythms 
Or  float  in  runic  rhymes. 
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They  have  no  deep  cathedral 
No  broad  and  shining  dome. 

They  brood  and  breathe  their  musics  sweet 
Walled  in  a  humble  home, 

12 

Merely  a  common  belfry, 

Crowned  of  a  village  spire 
Yet  in  its  scanty  bowl  of  brass 
They  stroke  a  golden  lyre. 

13 

They  thrill  far  chords  of  memory 
Which  down  through  childhood  reach 
Stirring  grey  shades  of  loved  forms 
And  sacred  tones  of  speech. 

14 

They  throng  the  dusky  pathways 
Long  over-grassed  by  time 
Where  clustered  feet  once  walked  the  street 
Drawn  by  the  sacred  chime. 

15 

The  mystic  face  of  father 
With  worship’s  zealous  eye 
And  mother’s  pure  and  shining  soul, 
Illumined  of  the  sky, 

16 

The  pallid  form  of  sister 
Eager  in  childhood  s  dreams, 

Are  gathered  all  in  picture  here 
Framed  against  Quinte  s  streams. 
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Their  magic  fills  the  beaches 

Like  drifts  of  silent  snow 

With  those  whose  phantom  footsteps  tread 

The  paths  of  long  ago. 

18 

Out  of  the  far  horizons 
Which  grey  toward  the  dusk 
Come  forms  of  bygone  denizens 
With  faded  leaves  and  musk, 

19 

The  sailor  men  and  fishers 
Who  mused  on  Sabbath  nights 
When  Sandhurst  Bells  were  pealing  forth 
Soft  tones  in  falling  lights. 

20 

They  sang  of  hopes  immortal, 

Of  life  beyond  the  graves 

Where  each  might  move  by  wings  of  faith 

As  ships  along  the  waves. 

21 

Those  sailor  men  of  long  ago 
Found  strength  to  fill  their  souls 
In  musics  of  the  Sandhurst  Bells 
To  dare  life’s  furtive  shoals. 

22 

And  bands  of  men  and  maidens, 

Joyous  and  free  and  fair, 

Rise  with  the  bliss  of  wedding  bells 
Lurking  and  singing  there. 
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23 

’Tis  futile  to  repress  it; 

No  term  the  pageant  knows. 

With  noiseless  feet  through  fancy’s  street 
The  dear  procession  flows. 

24 

Long  as  their  sound  enthralleth, 

Wide  as  the  reach  of  dreams, 

These  liquid  notes  of  distant  bells 
Swelling  o’er  Quinte  streams, 

25 

Will  open  for  the  troubled  heart 
The  seals  of  ancient  days, 

Throw  wide  the  golden  halls  of  life 
And  fancy’s  magic  ways; 

26 

Will  find  new  paths  for  burdened  feet 
Depressed  by  irks  and  care 
To  reach  joy’s  light  in  dusking  years 
Inclined  by  bells  of  prayer. 


AFTERWARDS 

27 

Alas!  the  Bells  of  Sandhurst 
Have  ceased  to  lift  their  notes 
Upon  the  listening  air  like  birds 
That  swell  with  song  their  throats. 
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Death’s  ruthless  hands  had  ravished 
That  house  they  consecrate 
And  love’s  dear  dreams  they  shed  abroad 
Are  scattered  desolate. 

29 

For  serpent  coils  had  stolen, 

In  flaming  fire  and  smoke, 

Aloft  along  the  belfry  shaft 
Their  gentle  tones  to  choke. 

30 

And  then  as  burned  the  body 
The  spirit  took  to  flight; 

The  skeleton  with  orbless  eyes 
Gazed  stark  across  the  night. 

31 

It  is  as  if  a  starlight 
Were  blotted  from  the  sky, 

A  stellar  friend  our  souls  have  sought 
And  loathed  to  see  him  die. 

32 

It  is  as  if  a  flower 
Whose  fragrance  fills  the  grass 
Were  suddenly  dropped  out  from  where 
Our  feet  were  wont  to  pass. 

33 

It  is  as  if  a  gentle  voice 
Of  one  we  craved  to  hear 
Had  snapped  as  might  a  viol-string 
Beside  a  darkened  bier. 
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34 

Far  o’er  the  heaving  waters 
Embroiled  in  blackened  waves 
The  turret  looks,  like  a  troubled  wraith 
Glooming  at  yawning  graves. 

35 

The  bronze  bowl  swings  exalted 
Upon  its  catafalque 
While  sun  and  night’s  enchanted  moon 
Around  its  body  stalk. 

36 

Soft  winds  from  out  the  northway 
May  breathe  their  vesper  breeze; 

No  more  the  Bells  of  Sandhurst 
Will  consecrate  the  seas. 

37 

No  more  their  gentle  musics 
Will  search  the  listening  soul, 

No  more  the  barriered  Past’s  gold  bars 
For  them  will  backward  roll. 

38 

No  more  will  Quinte  sailors 

Plying  these  Sabbath  seas 

Hear  their  soft  tones  bring  Heaven  and  home 

To  them  on  evening’s  breeze. 

39 

No  more  will  phantom  footsteps 
At  fancy’s  call  arise, 

And  walk  adown  from  stars  and  clouds 
On  sounds  that  swell  the  skies. 


•2 
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Then  weep,  Oh  Friend  of  beauty! 

For  sad  the  waves  are  made 
That  they  no  more  may  waft  across 
Love’s  filmy  cavalcade. 

41 

Yea,  sorrow  down  the  sunset 
For  evening’s  lovely  gem, 

A  ruby,  red  of  love,  she  wore 
With  golden  diadem. 

42 

Then  grieve,  Oh  Heart  of  dreamers! 

Who  sigh  below  the  moon; 

These  wistful  seas’  lost  melodies 
Will  not  return  full  soon. 

43 

Mourn  all  God’s  summer  gardens! 

Which  range  beside  the  Bay 

That  these  dream  feet  now  tread  the  street 

Which  ever  leads  away. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  QUINTE  SHORE 


I 


THE  MYSTIC  chords  of  springtime 
Are  tuning  in  the  heart; 

Nature’s  Pandean  orchestra 
Is  bowing  for  the  start. 


2 

The  carol  of  the  Red  Breast, 

The  whistling  flight  of  Teal, 

The  deep-bowed  raucous  Butterbunks 
That  through  the  marshes  steal, 


3 

The  piping  of  the  frog-ponds, 
Antiphony-like  strums 
That  reach  from  high  sopranos 
Down  to  the  deep  of  drums, 


4 

The  chorus  of  the  crow  calls, 

The  blackbird’s  springing  screech, 
The  teetering  notes  of  shore  snipe 
Along  the  gravelled  beach, 

5 

The  brushings  of  the  woodwinds 
That  through  the  willows  pass. 
The  largo  of  the  creatures  small 
That  dwell  within  the  grass, 
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These  make  in  fancy’s  dreamland 
One  music,  sweet  and  whole, 

That  lifts  in  dear  remembrances 
The  Quinte-hungered  soul. 

7 

They  make  him  dream  of  headlands, 
They  make  him  think  of  seas, 

Her  satisfying  shore  lines, 

Her  threnody  of  trees. 

8 

He  hears  the  far-off  loon  call, 

The  grating  squawk  of  stork. 

His  fancy  sees  the  zig-zag  Bay 
Like  Zeus’  lightning  fork. 

9 

He  sees  her  in  the  sunshine. 

Her  white  illumined  mains, 

And  then  again  incarnadined 
In  sunset’s  purple  stains. 

10 

And  on  her  heaving  bosom, 

Like  soft  embodied  dreams, 

Are  floating  poising  seagulls 
Born  of  her  ceaseless  streams. 

11 

Like  birds  yet  more  gigantic 
That  wing  the  driving  breeze. 

He  sees  the  ships  their  white  sails  bulge 
And  breast  the  drift  of  seas. 
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12 

From  headland  unto  headland 
They  veer  their  changeful  way 
In  the  solitudes  of  night  time 
Or  in  the  gleaming  day. 

13 

They  move  like  gliding  ghost  forms 
Edging  the  dreamy  skies, 

Or  in  the  dark  with  lights  that  peer 
Like  Cyclopean  eyes. 

14 

He  sees  the  Bay  in  moonlight, 

With  surges  calmed  as  glass, 

The  splash  of  finny  passengers 
That  through  her  pathways  pass. 

15 

He  wanders  on  her  highways 
In  fancy’s  boat  at  ease, 

Beside  her  west  escarpments 
Like  walls  against  her  seas. 

16 

He  harkens  to  the  water  wash 
His  barque  slow-gliding  spills; 

And  on  the  crags  below  the  moon 
The  lonesome  whippoorwills. 

17 

He  visits  those  old  camp  grounds 
Aglow  with  boyhood’s  lore, 

Beneath  the  oaks  and  maple  woods 
On  Quinte’s  vibrant  shore. 
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In  his  heart  no  passing  praises 
Their  music  makes  accrue, 

But  sacramental  sentiments 
That  grip  him  through  and  through. 

19 

He  sees  her  like  his  mother’s  face 
In  light  the  soft  moon  brings 
And  then  he  knows  she  slakes  his  thirst 
From  everlasting  springs. 

20 

The  deep  Pandean  orchestra 
May  shift  with  time  and  tide 
But  in  that  craving  heart  so  touched 
Its  glowing  dreams  abide, 

21 

And  like  the  paths  of  moonlight, 

That  o’er  the  waters  trace, 

They  lead  his  soul  convergingly 
To  one  illumined  Face. 
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THE  SEA’S  SONG  OF  LIFE 


PAUSE  we  by  the  lapping  shores  of  the  sea 
When  the  skies  are  bright, 

When  the  magic  night 

Hath  hushed  her  harps  and  minstrelsy. 

When  the  day-springs  well 
And  the  wild  hearts  swell, 

Then  we  dream  fond  dreams  of  things  to  be 
When  the  tides  of  life  are  foaming, 

And  the  smiling  sky 
From  the  blue  on  high 
Calls  fancy’s  feet  to  roaming; 

A  call  like  a  note 

Of  a  thrush’s  throat 

So  soft,  so  pure 

In  its  vasty  lure 

As  sundown  sighs  at  gloaming. 


2 

Then  behold  how  the  gleaming  swift  sea  sands, 
When  the  waves  down-pour, 

When  they  beat  the  shore 

Like  the  bludgeonings  of  battling  hands, 

Slip  over  the  sill 
Of  the  wind-brushed  hill 
As  phantom  dragoons  invading  the  lands 
Or  grey  wraiths  weirdly  sweeping. 

In  pale  moon  fashion 
The  world  grows  ashen 
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At  the  sea  sands  softly  creeping 
Like  a  leprous  hand 
Slow-seizing  the  land; 

While  joys  of  the  sky 
Under  day’s  glad  eye 
Nor  stay  earth’s  sighs  nor  weeping. 

3 

Dark  scowls  forebode  on  the  face  of  the  sea 
When  the  skies  grow  black, 

When  they  snap  and  crack 
Through  heaven’s  broad  immensity, 

When  a  whip  of  fire 
Like  a  lash  of  desire 
Doth  rouse  man’s  deep  intensity, 

And  the  tides  sound  drear  and  moaning; 

Where  cast  on  shoals 

Are  ships  and  souls 

Agrip  with  grief  and  groaning; 

While  we  who  are  here 
Safe,  sense  their  fear. 

And  in  the  storm’s  dark 

Strain  ears  to  hark 

For  fate’s  fell  notes  intoning. 

4 

Oh  Lord  of  the  sands,  of  the  seas,  of  souls, 
When  Thy  Spirit’s  knife, 

When  Thy  Bread  of  Life, 

Wound  hearts  they  quicken  unto  noble  goals. 
Is  it  Thy  pure  love, 

Oh  Lord  above, 

That  helpless  they  cry  from  the  shoals 
Where  the  brave  with  death  are  vieing? 
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Must  the  storm,  must  its  dark 
Quench  life’s  fine  spark, 

Quell  tears  for  the  lost  ones  crying? 

Or  is  there  a  breath 
In  this  hour  of  death, 

Accepted  as  prayer 
Through  the  hurtling  air 
Of  sobbing  winds  and  sighing? 

5 

Dear  Lord,  hear  the  sob  of  a  wounded  heart, 
When  her  love  cries, 

When  her  pleading  eyes 

Beg  for  dear  ones  the  storm  doth  part. 

If  it  be  Thy  pleasure 
Give  strength  in  measure 
So  each  may  play  a  strong  man  s  part, 
When  the  tides  of  death  are  foaming. 

Let  the  sea-winds*  song 

Bear  our  souls  along 

O’er  the  billows’  surge  and  combing, 

And  when  the  night  must 
On  us  darkness  thrust, 

May  dream’s  blue  skies 
Bathe  our  wearied  eyes 
And  join  love’s  hands  in  homing! 
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A  ROSE 

( From  my  old  Virginia  Home) 

MUTE  missive  from  nepenthic  years,  sweet  Flower! 

Empurpled  stains  make  dark  as  ruby  wine, 

Thy  pure  pressed  petals,  from  life  s  vagrant  vine 
Plucked  that  the  fragrant  past  might  find  this  hour. 
How  redolent  of  years  and  friends!  What  power 
Is  thine  to  quicken!  An  opal  dawn  of  dreams 
Spreads  out  on  waf tings  of  thy  odored  streams; 

Thy  vintages  of  love  our  hearts  devour. 

Be  there  a  homeful  craving  of  the  soul 
Thou  freely  fillest  it  as  slow  years  roll 
Beneath  thy  magic,  calm,  impassioned,  still. 

And  zealfully  we  seek  by  Time  s  worn  sill 
Down  the  long  ruddy  winding  trail  of  light 
For  friendships  thou  recoup  st  from  the  night. 

2 

These  thy  unsullied  hand  in  gift  releases 
Spreading  love’s  dulcet  odors  through  the  air, 

Quiet  as  thought,  pellucid  as  a  prayer; 

And  dearly  pleasant  as  when  music  ceases 
From  a  bowed  string  while  yet  the  heart  increases 
Its  feinted  note.  Yea  like  a  subtle  bow 
Thy  odors  draw  across  the  soul  as  though 
A  master  player  wrought  his  choicest  pieces. 

Thus  thou  disclosest  home  of  lambent  skies;  , 

Pent  mocking-birds  at  song  through  morning  s  rise, 
Stirring  the  soul  of  old  Virginia  days 
With  sky -piled  paeans  of  cerulic  praise; 

Limpid  friendships  thy  sunny  South  distils; 
Enamouring  flowers  and  thy  pensive  hills. 
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KEATS 

I 


THOU  beauteous  spirit  of  the  quiring  dawn, 

Immortal  Bard  !  Upon  pure  beams  of  light 
Thou  cam’st  to  gild  life’s  rocks,  shine  through  her  night. 
And  bless  her  watchers  of  the  upland  lawn. 

How  like  a  bird  of  passage  hast  thou  drawn 
Thy  light-woof  pinions  to  thyself  for  rest 
When  some  world’s  promontory  neared  thy  breast. 

But  finding  none,  with  flashing  wing  hast  gone 
To  poise  among  the  stars!  With  groping  feet 
On  some  sidereal  peak  art’s  utmost  stands 
Hast  sought,  and  dost  thy  lucent  dreams  repeat 
As  moonlights  drench  with  loveliness  the  lands! 

Folding  thy  filmy  wings  of  light  afar 
Thou  art  ensovereigned  on  a  radiant  star! 


2 

How  passive  now  the  groanings  of  thy  soul! 

How  still  as  space  thy  sigh  for  "easeful  death”! 

For  that  which  issued  from  thy  crushed  breath 
And  broke  beyond  dark  misery’s  control 
Has  lost  its  suppliance  in  waves  that  roll 
Of  light.  Now  in  perduring  lustre  stands 
New  symbol,  bruised  reed  in  regal  hands, 

Of  thy  inverted  rank  in  fame’s  great  scroll. 

Once  did  men  bruise  thee  down  in  cold  derision 
Until  thou  slipped  to  the  listless  grave; 

Now  they  acclaim  thee  king  in  Time’s  revision. 

Thy  throne  the  stars,  thy  pathways  dawn  doth  pave! 
Barbed  against  harsh  oblivion,  thou  shalt  be 
As  treasure  unto  immortality! 
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MARJORIE  L.  C.  PICKTHALL 

{Died  April  I9ih,  1922,  Vancouver) 

SWEET  bard,  of  finished  touch  and  fluting  song, 
Thou  go’st  the  trail  of  sunsets,  ruby-twined 
With  draping  clouds,  a  homing  place  to  find 
Amid  the  skies.  They  beckon  thee  along 
To  peaceful  mansions  in  their  stellar  throng. 
Death’s  “Drift  of  Pinions”  down  the  tidal  dawn 
Of  stars,  doth  strum  thy  lyre  with  songs  love-drawn 
From  souls  long-brok’n  apart  as  snaps  a  thong. 
Fond  mother  with  thy  musics  in  her  hand 
Doth  meet  thee  now  upon  a  star-beamed  strand; 
Thy  sister  poet,  mystic  choir  of  kings, 

Doth  croon  thy  trail  with  “Song  my  Paddle  sings;” 
Thy  tuneful  “Bega”  rings  o’er  spheral  mist 
And  greets  thee  “wreathed  in  rose  and  amethyst.” 
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THE  TATTERED  FLAG 

(  Victoria  College) 

\ 

OLD  FLAG,  of  ravelled  edges,  tattered  form, 
With  folded,  faded  and  aborted  crosses 
Thou’st  kept  Victoria’s  register  of  losses 
Through  four  dark  years  of  man-consuming  storm! 
In  winter’s  rigors  and  in  summer’s  warm 
Long  days  thou’st  trailed  half-mast 
In  willing  sequence  when  her  children  passed 
Under  the  sunsets  that  the  angels  swarm. 

Like  a  sad  mother’s  dolorous  hand  upraised 
Above  her  child  thy  folds  to  breezes  blazed 
Sad  Alma  Mater’s  agony  of  breast 
O’er  three  score  scions  dead.  Be  thine  a  rest 
Forever  and  a  storied  place  to  keep 
Against  oblivion  with  those  who  sleep! 

2 

And  when  we  look  on  thee  in  future  years 
And  see  thy  weathered  front  and  faded  face 
Having  small  comeliness  or  form  or  grace 
May  children’s  children  that  the  time  uprears 
See  on  thee  traceries  of  deathless  tears 
Which  as  they  dropped  were  mixed  with  pride 
For  every  sacrificial  son  who  died; 

See  ’neath  thy  draping  form  dim  heroes’  biers. 

Wilt  thou  thrust  over  us  their  golden  shields 
Pure  as  the  starlights  in  their  twilight  fields, 
Showing  thy  fringing  beams,  auroral,  bright, 
Dawns  of  their  spirits,  aye  unquenched  by  night? 
And  on  thy  fading  reds  encroaching  greys 
Which  mark  thy  advent  to  immortal  days? 
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WIFE 

A  MAKER,  thou,  of  the  goodly  gifts  of  home, 
Intangibles  of  neither  brick  nor  stone 
Nor  golden  crowns  upon  a  golden  throne, 

Thou  need’st  no  palaces  of  tower  and  dome 
Wherein  with  wifely  craft  thy  heart  may  roam. 

If  stars  bring  heat  and  fireflies  of  the  grass 
Thy  light,  around  thee  still  would  subtly  mass 
A  home,  as  round  the  bees  a  honeycomb. 

Oaks  would  its  framework  be  of  a  steady  soul, 

Its  sheetings  cedars  of  enduring  love, 

Its  paints  dawn-carmines  from  a  spirit  whole 
In  humor,  power,  patience  from  above. 

In  such  an  empire  thou  dost  reign  supreme 
As  starlights  do  the  night  through  which  they  stream. 
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ROBIN  REDBREAST 

THOU  sweet  insatiate  singer  of  the  Spring, 
Thou  feathery  fragment  of  the  roseate  dawn, 
Redbreast!  In  darkness  o’er  the  dewy  lawn 
Thy  coaxing  warbles  seek  the  day  to  bring; 

But  when  the  pillars  of  the  East  upswing 
In  golden  glory  of  the  rising  sun, 

Tumultuously  forth  thy  soul,  like  one 
Let  loose  of  bonds,  doth  burst  to  sing  and  sing! 
Incontinent  thy  song  will  not  be  stayed 
Till  all  thy  vernal  soul  hath  found  its  vent, 

Till  all  thy  twilight  gloomings  are  allayed 
And  thou  can’st  reach  thy  spirit  s  deep  content. 
Then  forth  to  slake  thy  zest  for  worm  and  mirth, 
Sage,  side-faced,  search  the  stirrings  in  the  earth! 
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ANCHORED 

AFLOAT  at  sundown  when  the  tides  are  set 
Seaward  and  gentle  undulations  lift 
The  ship  like  mother’s  arms,  our  dreams  may  drift 
Out  to  the  dusk  beyond  and  we  forget 
The  hand  that  quells  life’s  fevers  and  life’s  fret. 

Still  its  deep  soothing  is  upon  our  breast, 

Its  dulcet  lullabies  enthrall  our  rest, 

Its  tender  watchfulness  is  o’er  us  yet. 

The  terror  by  night  may  on  the  welkin  rise 
Through  vasty  starlights  and  through  moonbeamed  skies, 
But  it  shall  not  come  nigh,  for  here  the  sea 
Hath  given  us  token  of  serenity. 

We  lie  us  down  upon  her  lap  to  dream 
Securely  held  and  lulled  by  wave  and  stream. 
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AFTER  THY  SINGING 

Rich  is  the  press  of  beauty  in  the  soul 

As  though  the  gods  had  swept  us  in  thy  notes 
By  dewdrops  from  the  plumes  of  dawn.  Slack  throats 
Draw,  breaths  deepen,  eyes  lose  their  wonted  goal 
Like  moons  all  pale  and  raptured  in  the  bowl 
Of  skies.  Held  by  thy  song’s  clear  lyric  grace 
We  try  to  keep  those  tones  that  sweetly  trace 
Their  dreamy  pathways  down  in  beauty’s  toll. 

Fain  would  we  in  abashed  reverie  reach 

Our  neighbor  s  heart  without  the  sloth  of  speech, 

F ain  plumb  the  speaking  shadows  of  his  eyes 
To  find  thy  concords  there  in  mute  disguise; 

But  vainly.  Only  thy  magic  voicings  can 
Retrieve  those  treasures  to  the  heart  of  man. 


Quinte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


27 


CRESSY  CHURCHYARD 

INTO  these  peaceful  precincts  of  the  dead 
Save  for  the  great  grim  spectre  nothing  comes 
That  is  not  beautiful.  The  soft  wind  strums 
A  ceaseless  music  through  the  birches’  head, 

Which  droop  as  if  a-weeping  o’er  the  bed 
Of  those  who  lie  asleep  in  solitude. 

The  phoebe  bird  doth  modestly  intrude 
Her  plaintive  cry.  The  waxwing,  robin  red, 

Oriole,  thrush  and  gliding  meadow  lark, 

From  near  fruit  trees  and  fields,  make  this  their  park 
For  greeting  the  perennial  sun  with  song, 

Love’s  requiem  ere  they  move  along. 

Across  the  road  the  Bay’s  deep  monotone 
Lifts  a  litany  unto  Heaven’s  throne. 
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AFTER  THE  RAIN 

THE  BAY  lies  dormant  like  a  field  of  blue 
Merged  in  white  cumulus  along  the  east. 

The  grass  swells  upward  like  a  bread  with  yeast; 
The  sun  bursts  out  to  warm  it  through  and  through. 
Red  robins,  blue  birds,  orioles  anew 
Break  forth  in  song  that  fills  the  vibrant  air 
With  a  mixed  paean  of  delight  and  prayer. 

The  bleating  lambs  their  plaintive  calls  pursue. 

Loud  the  slow  crow  caws  forth  his  ecstacies 
At  the  warm  loveliness  of  fields  and  trees. 

Along  the  sky  a  steamer’s  smoky  trail 
Lazes  and  bulges  as  a  comet’s  tail. 

A  very  breathing  in  the  earth  seems  plain 
To  sense  that  feels  life  quickened  with  the  rain. 
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EVENING  STAR 

BENEATH  thy  radiant  finger  tips  of  light, 

Oh  little  sister  of  the  great  white  moon! 

I  stand  up-facing  to  receive  thy  boon 
Of  quiet  blessing  from  the  rim  of  night, 

Thy  soft  effulgence,  silvering  and  bright. 

Like  a  clear  pensive  penetrative  eye 

Thou  lookest  down  on  us  from  the  mobile  sky 

Beyond  the  harried  moon,  to  stay  our  sight. 

High  the  great  fleecy  clouds  drive  by  in  space 
Leaving  the  moon  with  worried  wistful  face; 

Steady  thine  aspect  though  the  world  makes  change 
Like  cloud-scapes  shifting  near  a  mountain  range! 
Into  my  soul  thou  bring’st  thy  stedfast  ray 
With  pure,  peace-yielding  pertinacity. 
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NIGHT 


HE  WATERS  of  the  bay  and  sky  seem  one 


1  A  dull  grey  reaching  to  the  farthest  star. 

The  land  juts  into  it  like  a  blackened  bar 
That  points  where  bay  is  ended  sky  begun. 

The  night  winds  lightly  through  the  leafage  run 
Making  one  shiver  with  their  lonesomeness 
Yet  sense  the  pleasure  of  their  cool  caress 
After  the  hot  endurance  of  the  sun. 

The  frogs  are  trilling  from  the  sandy  bar; 

A  Cove-boat’s  light  is  gleaming  like  a  star. 

Dame  Nature  is  conversing  at  this  hour 
With  her  night  crones  of  things  their  hearts  devour, 
The  beauteous  sylvan  homeland  of  their  dreams 
With  billowing  grass  and  skies  and  placid  streams. 
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SPRING’S  SONG 


WEARY  of  winter  Nature  longs  for  spring 

And  flutes  her  sighs  in  song,  as  if  her  throats 
Were  thawed  and  gurgling  over  favoured  notes 
Of  their  loved  arias  and  everything 
From  tree  to  scuttling  stream  were  tuned  to  sing 
Of  freedom.  Birds  and  winds  sopranos,  brooks 
Her  soft  contraltos  bring,  her  craggy  nooks 
Repeat  the  seas’  bass  voice  aye  billowing. 

Nor  let  they  ennuis  of  the  snows  long  dwell 
In  us,  as  dawns  brook  not  the  leaden  nights, 

As  tints  from  hidden  banks  of  Asphodel 
Burst  through  their  coverts  into  saffron  lights. 

So  Spring’s  sweet  song  flows  from  the  winds  and  trees 
And  swells  in  laggard  souls  as  tides  the  seas. 
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DANDELION 


HOU  burst  of  sunshine  through  the  sodden  grave! 


X  Scioned  of  Spring  and  of  the  earth  earthy. 

Fresh  art  thou  as  the  dayspring  dews,  worthy 
Of  love  for  beauty  wrought  in  darkness’  cave. 

Though  garbed  in  gold  men  hold  thee  but  a  knave 
Of  lawns  and  robber  of  the  velvet  grass, 

Yet  Nature  trumpets,  of  her  wood  and  brass, 

Thou  art  a  Prince.  Dawn’s  cleanest  springs  must  lave 
The  earthiness  from  off  thy  eager  face 
For  thou  art  lustred  ’mid  a  world’s  disgrace. 
Prometheus-like  thou  dar’st  God’s  brightest  day 
But  at  the  dusk  art  only  modesty. 

Of  sweet-loamed  earth  thou  shap’st  man  suns  to  his  size 
Drenching  his  hates  in  lights  of  Paradise. 
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DUSK  AND  DAWN 

AS  I  PASS  through  the  open  gates  of  sleep 
Toward  a  dawn  beyond  life’s  dark  and  tears 
What  shall  my  soul  endue  to  stay  those  fears 
That,  like  a  fog  of  winter,  round  me  creep? 
Wherewith  be  strong  in  faith,  my  path  to  keep 
Alone,  amid  the  dusk  of  fallen  years? 

Shall  not  that  soul  recall  a  dawn  that  clears 
The  pencilled  tree  tops  of  the  eastern  steep, 

In  spring’s  soft  musk  or  summer’s  ambient  myrrh, 
Where  shadows  shift  like  dreamers  on  the  shore 
At  morning’s  whisper  to  the  soughing  bar? 

Then  thus  renewed,  in  Lethe’s  dawn,  may  stir 
My  stagnant  soul  to  life  that  ebbs  no  more, 
Ray-crowned  and  watchful  as  the  morning  star. 
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FIRST  NIGHT  AT  CAMP 

EVENING’S  darkness  and  grim  solitude 
Drop  from  the  sky  like  an  immersing  cloud. 

Some  small  birds  still  at  vespers  cry  aloud 
A  farewell  song  that  hath  their  souls  embued. 

In  the  sky’s  dusk  two  lonesome  storks  intrude 
The  languorous  motions  of  their  creaking  wings; 

The  keen,  inquisitive  mosquito  sings 
And  attic  rustlers  hunt  their  nightly  food. 

The  padded  spider  drops  on  filmy  strands 
And  cricket  tunes  his  lyre  with  tireless  hands. 

Three  lonesome  stars  send  forth  a  timorous  sheen 
To  add  their  beauty  to  the  dusking  scene. 

Jointly,  the  Bay  lapping  her  joyous  shore, 

And  murmuring  leaves  say  ‘  'Welcome  back  once  more.” 
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HARP  OF  THE  NIGHT-WIND 

GIVE  ME  this  night  to  lie  me  down  for  rest 

Where  winds  sweep  trees  like  harps  above  my  head 
To  symphonies  that  charm  the  slumbrous  bed. 

May  their  weird  harmonies  thus  haunt  the  breast 
And  send  the  soul  of  dreams  upon  its  quest 
For  wondrous  life.  Let  night’s  Aeolian  trees 
Sink  in  the  soul  their  gentle  threnodies 
For  evening  gone  with  day  beyond  the  west. 

Unto  our  sleep  may  they  strum  mystic  bars 
How  night  in  moonlit  garb  with  diamond  stars 
Moves  like  an  empress  through  the  halls  of  God 
Commanding  musics  to  enthrall  our  clod. 

This  gift  of  heaven  that  limpid  night  inbrings 
May  we  express,  awake,  on  vibrant  strings. 
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OWNING 

WHO  OWNS  the  moonlit  skies,  the  purple  dawn, 
The  dust  of  stars  that  fleck  the  Milky  Way, 
Dominions  vast  in  filmy  galaxy? 

Whose  is  the  splendour  of  the  sea’s  green  lawn, 

Its  rhythms  of  curve  and  fleecy  mains  wind-drawn? 
And  whose  the  voiceless  hills  that  peak  the  sky 
Like  index  fingers  of  eternity? 

The  same  that  owns  the  sunset  ere  ’tis  gone. 

Who  holds  the  skies  and  pencilled  trees  in  mind 
Of  love  no  title  deeds  can  make  nor  bind, 

He,  only,  owns.  His  soul  can  grasp  the  theme 
And  love  the  utmost  lines  of  nature’s  dream, 

Can  sense  the  marvels  of  the  birds  and  trees, 

Night  and  her  thousand  eyes  and  gleaming  seas. 
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QUINTE  LIES  DOWN  TO  SLEEP 

WITH  TEMPEST  and  with  riot,  maddened  play, 
Sombre  Quinte  gloomed,  and  sensed,  with  fear, 
The  slumbrous  advent  of  the  closing  year. 

She  felt  the  thrust  of  Winter’s  icy  sway 
And  turned  against  it  in  a  rebel’s  way. 

She  caught  her  garments  sweeping  through  the  breeze 
And  lashed  her  bosom  into  angry  seas, 

Vociferously  fighting  fate  with  spray. 

Then  with  exhaustion  through  her  angry  limbs 
She  turned  pursuing  more  pacific  whims. 

Smoothing  her  surface  like  a  shining  glass 
O’er  which  the  footsteps  of  the  moonbeams  pass 
She  drew  a  blanket  decked  with  diamond  snows 
And  dropped  quiescent  for  her  winter’s  doze. 
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THE  HOMELY  TASK 


THERE  are  who  outward  look  with  wistful  eyes 
Glimpsing  a  glorious  goal  beyond  their  task, 
Who  but  the  rainbow  deed  of  service  ask 
As  theirs,  dipped  in  the  peace  of  sunset  skies. 

They  see  the  amber  and  the  rose  that  lies 
Upon  the  world’s  horizons,  evening-dyed, 

But  in  their  soul  of  souls  have  not  descried 
The  near-by  burst  of  life  which  never  dies. 

The  homely  touch  of  mother’s  hand,  the  tear 
Engravings  on  the  sooted  cheek  of  toil. 

The  sympathy  that  lifts  the  heart  from  fear 
To  faith  and  love  and  life,  no  soot  can  soil. 

Who  blythely  digs  his  trench  with  stedfast  eyes 
Builds  on  his  ditch  an  empire  of  the  skies! 
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QUINTE 

LET  ME  but  pause  this  hour  to  sense  thy  thrill 
And  magic  charm  of  cliff  and  shore  defiles, 
Which  soothes  the  furrowed  brow  of  care  like  smiles 
Of  love,  or  dawnings  on  the  eastern  hill. 

Show  me  thy  seas,  like  molten  silver,  still 
Or  tempest-tossed  with  tops  like  chargers’  mains 
Flouting  the  shore  their  mood  restrains. 

Loan  me  thy  sea  gull  and  thy  whippoorwill. 

Grace  thou  the  sunsets  and  the  pale  moonbeams; 
Lift  up  thy  pencilled  trees  to  fringe  my  dreams 
And  streak  with  shades  the  gorgeous  rosy  dawn, 
Drafting  love’s  picture  ere  those  dreams  be  gone. 
Thy  glamour  then  shall  make  life  pure  and  free 
Transmuting  timid  love  to  majesty. 


S.S.— 4 
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A  NIGHT  AT  MacDONALD’S  COVE 

A  SCORE  of  craft  strung  like  a  row  of  duck 

Against  the  wind,  lights  gold  and  red  and  green, 
Make  a  strange  semblance  of  an  Orient  scene. 

They  sway  like  Chinese  lanterns  wind  hath  struck 
And  bob  and  dodge  about  a  broken  line. 

No  Adria’s  streets  of  loitering  gondoliers 
Can  mate  this  magic  scene  which  here  appears 
Shifting  each  instant  in  its  bright  design. 

A  vagrant  searchlight  scans  the  darkling  flood 
Like  a  scared  face  surprised  and  paled  of  blood. 

The  waters  roll,  the  storm  roars  in  the  trees 
Mixed  with  the  breaking  of  the  shoreward  seas. 

No  moon,  no  stars  within  the  firmament 
Smile  on  the  cabins  where  we  seek  content. 
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AUTUMN  SHORES 

THE  AUTUMN  shores  are  shining  in  the  sky 
Like  pastels  freshly  by  a  painter  drawn 
In  amber,  rose,  dark  blues,  and  gold  and  fawn, 
Then  hung  o’er  silver  Quinte  floods  nearby 
To  fix  them,  finish  them  and  glorify, 

Ere  Winter’s  night  of  darkness  should  destroy 
Or  lurking  ugliness  of  storm  alloy. 

It  is  as  if  the  sun  had  from  on  high 
Impressed  his  gold  and  rose  on  Nature’s  green 
And  she  had  dressed  to  please  him  and  be  seen. 
Tawny  leaves,  her  auburn  hair  that  fill 
Like  gaudy  flowers,  flame  on  yon  shoreward  hill 
And  she  before  her  sovereign  lord  appears 
Crowned  with  the  sunshine  of  ten  thousand  years. 
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THE  OLD  “MULL” 


HOW  OFTEN  down  the  stream  of  falling  years 
Hast  thou  outridden  storms  and  placid  seas 
A-sail,  or  swung  at  anchor  near  oak  trees 
Deep  in  MacDonald’s  cove!  There  no  dark  fears 
Invade  thee  nor  essential  danger  nears 
To  interrupt  thy  pure  tranquillity! 

Thou  bravest  time  as  thou  hast  braved  the  sea 
And  bearest  thy  aged  form  as  seagull  rears 
It’s  graceful  wings.  Empoised  upon  the  wave 
Thou  bear’st  summer’s  zeals  and  autumn’s  grave 
But  tawny  joys.  I  hail  thy  raptured  past, 

Thy  denizens  in  whose  fond  hearts  were  cast 
Love  of  the  sky  and  courage  of  the  deep! 

Speak  us  their  lyrics  that  thy  soul  doth  keep. 
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GOSSIPS  OF  THE  EAVES 


WHEN  the  raw  winds  with  penury  of  heat 

Sweep  through  the  ranges  of  the  early  spring 
And  baffle  the  labours  of  adventurous  wing, 

Then  to  some  sunny  nook  or  window  seat 
Or  to  the  shelter  of  the  eaves,  retreat 
The  sparrow  friends  to  gird,  “tweat  tweat,”  at  fate 
And  talk  like  wise  men  of  the  things  of  state. 

Each  to  the  other  doth  his  tale  repeat, 

Each  swells  his  hood  and  chatters  while  his  eye 
Sweeps  with  a  knowing  look  toward  the  sky. 

Making  a  jumble  of  confused  notes 

Like  torrents  gushing  from  their  hasty  throats 

They  gossip  sagely  how  to  them  doth  seem 

The  warming  buds  and  worms  and  glimmering  stream.] 
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EASTER  (AT  CHURCH) 

I  WAS  adream  down  ages  of  the  world 
And  God  was  still,  all  round  but  tenebrae. 

The  Crucified  since  lifted  from  the  tree 
Was  tombed;  and  darkness  downward  hurled 
A  blackest  smudge  at  day;  the  bright  skies  furled 
Their  cloths  of  gold;  through  hearts  did  lurking  run 
Grief’s  hellish  stream  unto  oblivion; 

In  all,  Death  like  a  fatted  worm  lay  curled. 

Then  sang  a  voice  as  rarely  singer  sings, 

Rich  as  an  autumn’s  dusk  in  colorings, 

Roomy  and  mellow,  warm  as  breath  of  Junes, 
Making  dream’s  darkness  dawns  and  golden  noons. 
As  a  flare  of  stars  by  night  “Jesus  is  mine” 

Drave  from  the  soul  death’s  dusks  of  Proserpine. 


Qumte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


45 


SEPTEMBER 

SEPTEMBER  is  the  month  when  summer’s  dreams 
Are  caught  and  cooled,  compressed  to  molten  gold 
Out  of  the  glamours  that  her  suns  unfold. 

Divinest  June  absorbs  the  fair  sunbeams 
In  green  wood,  fruit  and  leaf  and  limpid  streams 
But  ’tis  September  from  this  sheen  distils 
The  dewy  drops  of  deed  whose  fruitage  fills 
The  granaries  of  life  with  amber  gleams. 

September  draws  the  colds  of  winter  forth 
Out  of  the  rigors  of  the  frozen  north 
And  bathes  them  in  the  gold  of  summer’s  sun 
As  through  her  lucent  lapping  streams  they  run. 

This  transmutation  into  gold  and  amber 
Is  the  peculiar  beauty  of  September. 
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SHIPS 

SHIPS  faring  forth  that  cleave  like  scythes  the  sea 
And  limn  white  tops  against  the  morning  sky, 
Majestic  are  as  clouds  in  passing  by 
Into  the  azure’s  deep  serenity. 

They  bear  forth  trailing  dreams  invisibly 
Full  of  sweet  hope  that  love  has  brought  to  birth 
Surpassing  golden  treasures  of  the  earth 
As  dawn  the  day  in  fancy’s  witchery. 

They  pass  from  land  to  land,  from  port  to  port, 
While  storms  and  tides  their  footless  paths  distort; 
Yet  stedfast  on  they  go.  They  ne’er  may  reach 
Their  harbour,  lost  upon  some  crystal  beach 
Or  in  the  gleaming  sea,  yet  love  will  find 
A  will  to  trail  them  in  the  waves  and  wind. 


III.  Miscellaneous 


I 


'  / 
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YOUTH  AND  AGE 


WHEN  life  is  at  its  summer, 

In  greens  and  blues  and  gold, 

There  is  scant  place  for  solitude 
Which  grows  with  growing  old. 

Though  well  at  times  the  storm  clouds 
Like  curtains  grey  the  skies, 

Youth’s  quenchless  hope  unfailing  springs 
As  light  in  dreamful  eyes; 

For  its  soul  beholds  a  rainbow 
At  poise  above  the  hills, 

And  drinks  in  joyous  company 
The  dews  that  it  distils. 

Scarce  need  these  days  amending, 

Each  packed  with  high  demands, 

For  hardships  cease  as  hardships 
In  the  grasp  of  loving  hands. 

But  when  the  frosty  winter 
Seals  up  the  gladsome  year. 

And  flakes  like  frozen  sighings 
Fall  on  the  loved  one’s  bier. 

Then  age  sees  too  a  rainbow 
Buttressed  o’er  hill  and  clouds, 

And  chants  its  lonely  requiem 
For  all  the  past  enshrouds, 

A  bow  of  dreams  in  solitude, 

A  bridge  of  hopes  and  sighs, 

With  one  foot  resting  here  on  earth 
And  one  beyond  the  skies. 
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LILAC  TIME 

I 

IT  IS  but  a  lilac  garden 
Thronging  the  lustful  sense 
With  odors  sweet  and  fresh  as  dew 
Over  the  dooryard  fence, 

Common  as  the  sunshine 
That  breaks  through  twilight  bars, 
Ordinary  as  atmosphere 
And  usual  as  stars. 

2 

Its  price  is  more  than  rubies, 

Its  merchandise  than  gold, 

For  in  its  fragrances  there  stir 
Dear  forms  now  gone  of  old. 

The  limping  form  of  father, 

With  strong  benignant  face, 

And  mother’s  crown  of  silvered  hair 
Finds  each  its  silent  place. 

3 

For  when  the  birds  of  spring-time 
Have  found  their  honey  dew, 

These  buds  of  Caesar’s  purple 
Dipped  in  a  filmy  blue, 

Draw  on  the  mystic  cords  of  self 
And  cause  it  to  arise 
To  tread  aback  the  dusty  years 
To  home  and  homelike  skies. 
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4 

Thus  two  old  men  in  youth  estranged 
Are  turned  to  lilac  dreams. 

Their  hearts  behold  a  garden  fair 
Far  back  by  memory’s  streams, 

Where  mother’s  hand  had  deftly  shaped 
The  lilac  bush  to  grow 
And  where  with  passing  years  her  head 
Had  turned  to  driven  snow. 

5 

It  brings  again  the  faded  times 
Of  boyhood’s  flash  and  fire, 

The  tender  sympathies,  the  fears 
They  shared,  and  heart’s  desire. 

It  pictures  two  at  mother’s  knee 
Receiving  love  and  grace 
That  lapped  them  like  the  summer’s  sun 
Out  of  her  prescient  face. 

6 

It  limns  their  father  in  the  dusk 
His  garden  rake  and  hoe; 

It  sounds  his  voice;  his  hand  and  face 
Like  mystic  shadows  show. 

The  long-drawn  years  of  business  strain 
That  have  their  souls  beguiled 
Are  laid  aside  tonight  for  once 
And  each  is  just  a  child. 

7 

Reverberant  their  laughter  is 
Adown  the  halls  of  time 
And  memory  from  her  treasure-house 
Brings  forth  dear  gifts  sublime. 
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Their  feet  may  tread  the  silken  grass 
And  not  be  tired  soon. 

Their  souls  drink  in  the  lilac  smells 
Beneath  the  pallid  moon. 

8 

And  subtle  links  like  gossamers 
Around  their  spirits  cling 
As  they  recall  the  raptures  large 
That  life  was  wont  to  bring, 

As  they  recall  soft  phrase  and  tone. 
The  words  of  homely  airs. 

Or  live  again  the  silences 
When  mother  heard  their  prayers. 

9 

No  more  the  sullen  pride  of  life 
Can  hold  their  souls  apart. 

Each  brother  clasps  his  brother’s  hand 
Each  finds  his  brother’s  heart; 

For  lilac  blooms  are  in  the  air 
Their  healing  fragrance  keen, 

And  home  and  youth  and  mother’s  love 
Are  binding  them  unseen. 
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A  LONELY  MOUND 

1 

AFRESH-MADE  grave  of  reddish  sand 
Points  to  the  sunsets  like  a  hand 
From  Cressy  Churchyard  tombs  and  graves 
Through  branches  which  the  tall  birch  waves. 

2 

No  grasses  gently  swayed  by  breeze 
Rise  on  this  mound;  the  nearby  trees 
Droop  o’er  it  not,  lonesome,  bare 
Unto  the  sky  and  stormy  air. 

3 

Beyond  the  lot  the  Bay  waves  roll 
To  rhythms  of  their  torpid  soul. 

Sending  cold  sobs  or  angry  roar 
Up  from  near  Quinte ’s  ravening  shore. 

4 

A  resting  place  this!  chosen  by  one 
Who  knew  his  sands  of  life  were  run — 

Sought  because  here  his  ceaseless  sea 
And  church  had  dear  proximity. 

3 

Death  had  seemed  beautiful,  a  rest 
Before  a  launching  on  the  breast 
Of  purple  waves  to  cleave  that  sea 
Toward  ports  of  immortality. 
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6 

The  Winter’s  winds  will  come  and  go 
And  softly  shawl  this  mound  with  snow; 

The  sun  shall  with  its  lidless  eye 
Look  kindly  on  him  from  the  sky. 

7 

And  few  who  pass  along  this  street 
Or  in  the  church  on  Sabbath  meet 
Will  fail  to  lift  one  thought  or  prayer 
To  bless  this  pastor  lying  there. 

8 

For  though  some  faults  were  his  as  ours 
They  were  mixed  through  with  kindly  powers. 
A  battle  bold  with  sin  he  fought; 

Then  rest,  in  this  lone  mound  he  sought. 

9 

On  the  near  shore  will  surges  comb 
And  then  recoil  in  shattered  foam, 

But  this  firm  soul  shall  sheltered  be 
Enclosed  in  God’s  serenity. 

10 

As  the  rock  shore  seems  strong  and  cruel 
Breaking  the  mad  waves  in  their  duel; 

Yet  in  defeat  the  swells  come  in 
Destined  at  last  o’er  rocks  to  win; 

II 

So  his  love  triumphs.  Youth  shall  find 
New  life-springs  which  his  will  divined; 

Many  shall  quaff  from  life  s  white  grail 
Love’s  wines  he  poured  this  side  the  veil. 
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12 

And  then  when  spring  has  filled  the  air 
And  summer’s  skies  are  warm  and  fair, 

Soft  grasses  will  enfold  this  mound 
And  insect  songs  croon  from  the  ground. 

13 

Above  the  sound  of  winds  and  seas 
Will  swell  the  song  birds  in  the  trees. 

The  moon  and  stars  shall  pale  the  sky 
With  lambent  beams  where  he  doth  lie. 

14 

This  mound  shall  point  to  dawns  and  dusks 
Through  winter’s  colds  and  summer’s  musks, 
But  sunsets  will  be  centred  here 
Irradiant  throughout  the  year 


S.S.— 5 
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A  STORM 


A  CAPTAIN  at  the  dead  of  night 

Passed  outbound  by  the  harbour  light. 
His  ship  she  cleft  the  lake’s  long  waves 
Nor  recked  of  storms,  nor  thought  of  graves, 
Toward  havens  far  on  Quinte  shore, 

Fair  Canada  and  home  once  more. 

The  waters  plashing  at  her  stem 
Sounded  no  note  of  requiem. 

2 

Dun  clouds  were  banking  in  the  East 
Breathing  strange  mutt’rings  like  a  beast 
Who  scents  a  prey  but  bides  its  hour 
To  reach  its  victim  and  devour. 

No  moon,  no  stars  these  banks  disclosed. 

Fog  mists  on  the  deep  reposed. 

All  seemed  joyous  safe  and  well 
Along  those  paths  of  dancing  swell. 

3 

The  storm  struck  down  on  pathless  feet 
Where  fog  bank  and  the  cloudscapes  meet. 
He  rent  aside  the  white  fog  veil 
As  though  it  were  an  old  boat-sail 
And  then  to  tune  of  shrieks  and  moans 
Sought  to  break  the  old  ship’s  bones. 

Along  the  deep  of  turgid  swell 
Lurked  the  dull  rhythms  of  a  knell. 
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4 

The  northward  stars  revealed  their  face 
Bright  but  frigid  in  their  grace. 

The  light-house  of  the  Ducks  flashed  far 
A  lonesome  coldness  like  a  star. 

It  seemed  to  lift  its  lustrous  head 
To  point  out  pathways  of  the  dead 
To  those  who  knew  this  world’s  brief  bliss 
Was  edging  on  the  dark  abyss. 

5 

Wild  tides  were  raging,  vicious,  black. 
Save  for  white  crests  upon  their  back. 
These  thrust  for  rods  their  lurid  light 
To  filter  through  that  ebon  night, 

With  weird  semblances  of  day 
In  elemental  savagery. 

Dark  did  the  waves  beat,  darker  still 
The  gaping  holes  their  tides  did  fill. 

6 

The  storm  blast  would  not  be  denied 
Nor  dark  autumnal  seas  defied. 

Upon  the  icy  surging  waste 
A  boat  was  found  whose  frame  embraced 
Five  crouching  forms  bereft  of  life, 

One  the  young  captain’s  youthful  wife. 
His  baby  child  and  self  were  held 
Under  the  billows  as  they  knelled. 

7 

The  pathos  of  the  passing  years 
May  drop  from  friends  its  meed  of  tears 
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But  none  may  know  the  agony 
Of  her  whose  hand  still  trailed  the  sea 
Over  the  gunwale  in  the  wave 
Which  played  above  her  loved  ones’  grave; 
As  if  it,  pleading,  dropped  when  fell 
Out  of  the  tempest  one  more  knell. 

8 

Gone  was  the  storm  on  hurried  feet 
And  darkness  was  its  screening  sheet. 

Then  dawn  tripped  swiftly  o’er  the  waves 
That  marked  their  distant  downward  graves. 
She  led  forth  lovingly  kind  day 
To  drop  a  softly  lingering  ray 
Like  fragrant  wreath  of  flowers  o’er 
Those  pale  forms  on  the  Lake’s  deep  floor. 

9 

The  storms  of  ages  come  and  go, 

Unceasingly  death’s  currents  flow, 

But  nought  may  lift  their  troubled  head 
Save  as  the  seas  give  up  their  dead. 

The  seasons  cycling  round  them  pass 
As  on  the  shore  would  snows  and  grass, 

Yet  mouldering  Time  shall  o’er  them  skip, 
Their  changeless  tomb  a  sunken  ship. 


IV.  Odes 
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SONG  OF  THE  HAYFIELD 

1 

SERENE  are  the  days  and  the  hours  that  earn 
For  June  her  mystical  joys  that  inburn. 

White  banks  of  blossoms  the  roadsides  along 
Have  passed  into  dreamland  of  story  and  song; 
The  magical  bloom  and  budding  of  trees 
Is  changed  like  wavelets  of  rivers  in  seas. 

Now  is  maturing  the  full  veined  leaf; 

The  time  is  alfalfa’s,  sweet  clover’s,  in  fief. 

2 

The  tedders  are  kicking  in  heat  of  the  day 
Awkward  as  locusts  back-stepping  their  way. . 
The  field  sparrows  spend  sweet  songs  in  the  air; 
The  bobolink  throngs  with  pseans  of  prayer; 

The  meadowlarks  glide  from  blinds  in  the  grass 
Leaking  out  hymns  to  the  sun  as  they  pass. 

The  robin  wing-drooped  and  head  held  up  high 
Sings  at  the  dome  of  the  blue  in  the  sky. 

3 

The  click  of  the  mower  is  heard  on  the  hill; 

The  bluebird  harks  by  the  North’s  windowsill. 
Like  fragments  of  sky  dropped  down  amid  trees 
They  ride  on  the  wind  as  foam  on  the  seas. 

They  carol  with  robin  and  gold  oriole 
And  voice  with  the  grosbeak  June  s  mystic  soul. 
They  sing  of  loveliness  ruling  her  day 
And  odors  of  incense  in  new  mown  hay. 
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The  russet-tipped  sumach  is  tingeing  with  red, 
Supplanting  sweet  scents  of  flowers  now  dead, 
Pungent  as  cedars  and  edging  the  fields, 

Odorous  praise  with  the  hay  it  upyields, 

Most  special  when  mild  tear-dropping  showers 
Tap  fragrant  springs  for  the  joy-spreading  hours. 
Strange  is  it  not  that  such  odors  invest 
Haytime  with  glamours  that  bide  in  the  breast? 

5 

There  have  been  odors  that  spring  from  the  trees 
And  sounds  from  their  branches,  sweet  as  are  these; 
But  haytime’s  spirit  is  deeplier  grafted 
In  hearts  that  lust  for  her  sweet  odors  wafted 
From  earth  s  warm  bosom,  resurgent  and  free, 
Rhythmed  in  grasses  like  waves  of  the  sea. 

Those  who  are  seized  of  the  glamours  of  hay 
Are  honored  of  life  as  kings  for  that  day. 

6 

Some  men  essay  it  with  faith-failing  hands 
Loosing  their  souls’  underbasing  as  sands; 

Others  in  love  of  the  meadows  desire 
Glimpse  of  the  God  “of  the  bush  and  the  fire.” 

But  neither  will  come  through  quite  as  before 
June  s  hall  of  testing,  her  wide-open  door. 

One  will  go  down  with  disgust  to  the  street 
And  one  ascend  a  gold  stairs  as  is  meet. 
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7 

Songsters  of  God  from  his  garden  of  trees, 

Skirting  the  hay  fields  and  white  Quinte  seas, 

Is  there  no  singing  as  songful  as  yours, 

No  call  of  the  soul  that  grips  and  allures? 

Y ea  there  is  this  gold  ascent  of  the  spirit 
Quiring  through  halls  of  Heaven,  or  near  it, 

A  song  like  the  lark’s  that  is  brooded  in  hay, 

Like  sparrow’s  and  bob’link’s  pure  roundelay. 

8 

Odors  of  Heaven  from  gardens  of  God, 

Found  in  the  world  of  the  hay-bearing  sod! 

Thine  are  as  sweet  as  the  lilacs  and  roses 
Turning  the  soul  to  June’s  strong  reposes. 

Is  there  no  odor  the  world  doth  afford 
Having  sweet  savor  as  theirs  to  the  Lord? 

Yea  there  is  this  where  the  hay  shapeth  man, 
Moulds  him  by  pain  to  an  orderly  plan. 

9 

Pain  is  a  passing  mere  spasm  of  years; 

It  breaks  into  song  though  drenching  in  tears. 

The  song  where  mother  strikes  joys’  deepest  note, 
Bursts  on  the  world  with  a  clutching  of  throat. 
Like  rainbows  crowning  the  skies  after  rain 
Life’s  joys  and  beauty  are  children  of  pain. 

The  pain  of  the  struggle,  what  boots  it  then? 

Hay  is  a  searcher  and  finder  of  men. 
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Men  will  look  back  from  high  stations  of  state 
To  far-away  gleaming  meadows  that  wait. 

In  dream  they  traverse  the  laneways  of  time 
With  sounds  and  odors  of  June  the  sublime. 
What  if  she  prodig’ly  brushed  them  with  pain? 
None  would  abate  it  now,  for  the  gain 
Is  more  than  all  their  possessions  of  gold. 

Its  prizes  are  gifts  of  God  and  not  sold. 


Then  thou  pure  mystical  soul-shaping  June! 

Fill  our  raw  hearts  with  the  song  of  thy  croon 
And  our  dim  eyes  with  the  light  of  thy  noon. 
Times  there  will  be  ere  life’s  summer  is  ended 
And  we  slip  down  with  our  sighs  to  the  grave 
That  we  will  needs  by  thy  strength  be  befriended 
Who  art  swift  to  uplift  and  potent  to  save. 

Then  let  thy  dreams  keep  aglow  in  the  heart 
Making  us  stedfast  to  do  a  man’s  part. 

And  may  the  beauty  thou  st  sown  on  the  breeze 
Be  as  the  spawn  of  God  s  infinite  seas 
Bringing  forth  opaline  life  as  it’s  strewn 
Under  the  sheen  of  the  hay  harvest  moon, 
Beaming  thy  beauties  and  puissance, — Oh  June! 
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ODE  TO  QUINTE 

FAIR  Quinte!  as  a  child  whose  rest 
Is  troubled  till  its  mother’s  croon 
Soothes  down  the  sobbings  of  its  breast 
By  soft-voiced  lullabies  that  soon 
Bring  peace  and  quiet  dreaming, 

So  crave  I  now  thy  limpid  notes 
Bearing  sweet  solace  through  the  night 
Down  on  their  soft-poised  wings  where  floats 
Our  heart’s  desire  in  quiring  flight 
’Mid  wondrous  song  and  seeming. 

The  night  winds  flute  and  drum  thy  shores. 
Their  anthems  swell  above  thy  trees 
Matching  their  weird  and  subtle  scores 
In  vagrant  concord  with  thy  seas, 

Grey  Winter’s  onset  telling. 

Adream  I  sit  and  hark  the  fall 
Of  waves  as  voices  in  the  void, 

As  tollings  down  a  minster  wall 
Mourning  sweet  Summer’s  joys  destroyed 
In  Autumn’s  greys,  and  knelling. 

Why  may  my  soul  not  turn  to  thee 
In  homesick  true-love’s  plaintive  creed 
For  solace  through  the  mystery 
Of  foaming  floods  that  flash  and  speed 
In  fancy  down  thy  reaches? 

Yea  thine  has  been  a  mother’s  hand 
Sootheful  to  stay  unrests  and  fears; 

Thou  hast  wrought  beauty  o’er  the  land 
And  peace  throughout  the  carking  years 
By  music  on  thy  beaches. 
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Thou  hast  drawn  splendours  from  the  sky, 
Azures,  blue  greys  and  carmines  too, 
Thrust  them  upon  the  inward  eye 
For  joys  one  never  needs  renew. 

Bright  gleams  that  shine  forever. 

On  us  thou  throw  st  a  mystic  thrall 
For  both  thy  calm  and  boisterous  ways; 
Serene  with  thee  we  rise  and  fall 
Out  of  our  dismal  darkened  days 
By  faith  that  faileth  never. 

Dear  Harpist  of  the  northern  wind! 

Of  east  and  south  and  west  winds  too, 
Thou  hold  st  in  pause  a  brooding  mind 
To  sense  the  skies  and  play  them  true. 

And  loose  thy  matchless  chording! 

The  song  being  set  in  mood  thou  play’st 
True  obligatos  of  the  waves; 

To  passions  of  the  years  thou  sway’st, 

To  throb  of  tom-toms,  glance  of  braves, 
And  ardors  long  of  hording. 

Given  of  stormy  blasts  and  night 
Thou  bring’st  long-lost  and  futile  things 
The  past  has  screened  in  blood  from  sight 
Out  of  the  power  and  search  of  kings, 

And  stirr’st  our  fancy’s  fearing! 

Then  swiftly  shifts  the  quelling  note 
And  thou  dost  strum  of  man’s  desire. 

His  prescient  longings,  surge  of  throat, 

To  build  of  dreamland  an  empire 
Around  thy  ridges  rearing. 


Quxnte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


67 


On  thy  blue  margents  Frontenac 
And  bold  coureurs  and  brave  priests  too 
Heard  thy  clear  notes  and  settled  back 
To  raptures  in  their  long  canoe, 

Thy  thrall  their  souls  compelling. 

Their  sound  of  bugle,  prayer  and  drum 
Pierced  the  deep  northern  forests  far, 

Told  the  wild  Mohawk  there  had  come 
A  new  imperious  messenger 
Strange  menaces  foretelling. 

Great  Keeper  of  the  seals  of  dreams! 

A  people’s  soul  within  thee  sleeps! 

The  wild  winds  stir  thy  bended  streams 
And  wake  thy  lyre  a  deft  hand  sweeps 
To  epics  of  the  ages. 

Then  from  thy  breast  outpours  a  store 
Of  legend,  lyric,  dream  and  deed 
Of  sons  rock-formed  around  thy  shore 
For  war  and  parliament  and  creed, 

Scions  of  history’s  pages, 

MacDonald,  Mowat,  Grant,  Romanes, 
MacKenzie,  Parker,  Cartright,  all 
Sons  of  thee  in  Fame’s  White  Hall 
With  sturdy  U.  E.  Loyalists. 

Such  peer-eyed  souls  of  steel  and  brains 
Brought  Canada  through  dawn  and  mists, 
Through  faltering  infant  stages, 

And  now  upon  her  utmost  brow 
Have  left  the  scroll  of  greatness  writ, 

And  reft  from  worlds  of  tree  and  plough 
Fine  replica  of  British  grit, 

Strength  for  the  storm  that  rages! 
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Wide  is  the  sweep  of  thy  long  arm, 

Bent  as  thy  harp  of  subtle  tones, 

Yet  bowed  as  if  to  shield  from  harm 
Thy  children  in  their  sheltered  zones 
And  soothe  their  souls  for  sleeping. 

From  Kingston  to  the  farthest  Trent, 

From  Mountain  Lake  to  Hay  Bay  fen, 
Thou,  northward,  eastward,  westward  bent 
Hast  love  engrav’n  in  hearts  of  men 
Though  but  from  childhood  leaping. 

And  from  those  souls  who  traveled  far 
In  years  and  miles  beyond  thy  strand 
No  mere  remoteness  e’er  can  bar 
Soft  touchings  of  thy  mother’s  hand; 

Thy  voice  that  stilleth  weeping; 

Thy  haunting  blue  and  plumbless  lake 
P erched  on  a  hill  thy  shore  doth  make, 
Prone  to  leap  down  as  if  to  be 
Born  through  a  beauteous  world  by  thee 
Toward  Picton  or  toward  Napanee; 

Thy  magic  moonlight-draped  isles; 

Gauze  clouds  hung  down  o’er  shore  defiles 
And  up  through  memory  creeping; 

Thy  idyls  shaped  of  storm  and  stress, 

Pure  picture  calms  and  quietness 
Laid  as  soft  hands  of  peace  divine 
0  er  waves,  o  er  hills,  o’er  antique  shrine 
Alone  on  Hay  Bay  shore— crude  gem 
But  of  the  Master’s  diadem — 

Grey  with  the  grey  of  falling  years 
And  dire  neglect  and  maybe  tears 
The  haunted  past  is  keeping. 
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The  organ  of  the  oceaned  west, 

Great  minster  of  the  Golden  Gate, 

As  others  have,  thy  sons  hath  blest 
With  blessing  that  did  seem  thy  mate 
Yet  it  was  only  seeming; 

For  in  their  hour  of  lonesome  thought 
Those  souls  are  in  love’s  raptures  caught, 
And  home  they  turn  and  thou  art  sought 
Though  it  be  only  dreaming. 

To  such  as  loved  thee,  young  or  old, 

Till  life’s  force  fail  and  hearts  grow  cold, 
While  surging  bloods  keep  fancies  bold, 

Thy  beauty  brooks  no  teaming; 

No  land  nor  sea 
Mates  thine,  mates  thee; 

On  their  heart’s  throne 
Art  thou  alone, 

And  through  their  souls  is  streaming 
Bliss  of  thy  blissful  blue  seren’ty 
Fair  Mother,  loved  Queen,  Dear  Quinte! 
Born  of  thy  cliffs  and  raptured  reaches, 

Thy  bowing  bays,  thy  bends,  thy  beaches, 
Soft  as  an  incense,  pure  and  free, 

Sending  men’s  souls  tranquillity. 

They  are  content  if  even  in  dreams 
They  share  thy  colors,  sounds  and  streams, 
Sweet  songs  of  joy  or  threnic  cries 
Tossed  from  the  waves  or  sobbed  from  skies, 
Thy  wondrous  hush  of  depths  and  wiles 
From  Belleville  to  the  Thousand  Isles, 

Thy  poetries  of  peace  and  smiles, 

Balms  of  thy  turquoised  beaming! 
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Be  thou  in  these  a  refuge,  strength. 

To  compass  life’s  full  breadth  and  length, 
Gripping  in  golden  goss’mer  bands 
Us  to  the  hollow  of  thy  hands. 

Be  these  our  light  when  glooms  arise 
And  dusks  invade  our  world-fagged  eyes 
And  dark  shrinks  down  the  hollowed  skies, 
Stedfast  as  stars  to  true  our  souls 
Unto  thy  strengths  and  beauty’s  goals; 

For  out  of  her  billows,  deeps  and  shoals, 
Beauty  and  strength  the  great  Bay  rolls. 

And  into  our  hearts  she  bringeth  free 
Her  echoing  songs  of  the  wind-swept  sea, 

Tier  dreamful  shore,  her  moon-dipped  tree, 
Agleam  as  the  morning  stars  may  be, 

Her  beauty,  power  and  poesy 
And  joy  that  knows  not  scheming. 

Down  through  the  ringing  days  and  years, 
Through  lonesome  nights  of  sadness,  tears, 

She  brings  the  soul  as  summer’s  dew 

Or  light  from  clouds  when  stars  break  through, 

Her  peace  of  the  everlasting  hills, 

Her  opal  surgings  at  their  sills, 

Her  tidal  dawns  and  sunsets  fair 
Aflame  in  the  heart  like  holy  prayer. 

These  all  mould  deeds  in  the  stilly  air 
Of  reverie  that  holdeth  there; 

And  that  is  our  redeeming! 
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ODE  TO  MAY 

1 

MAY,  the  enchanting,  with  chapleted  hair 

Beaded  like  stars  peering  deep  in  night’s  air 
Bursts  from  her  prison  of  Winter  and  snows 
Fresh  as  the  morning  and  sweet  as  the  rose. 

Spurns  she  harsh  clangors, 

The  pulling  of  bolts, 

Step-motherly  angers 
Of  Winter’s  revolts. 

Salutes  she  her  freedom,  trepident,  fair, 

Enwreathed  of  sunshine  down-stepping  Time  s  stair. 
Spring’s  blue-gemmed  coronet  is  of  pure  gold 
Woven  of  strands  that  grim  Winter  has  doled, 
Cinctured  of  sunbeams  and  set  with  blue  skies; 

May  is  enthralled  as  it  gleams  on  her  eyes. 

Hers  is  espousal 
With  turquoised  Spring, 

No  Bacchic  carousal 
To  the  heart  of  a  king, 

But  pure  as  God  s  fountains  that  spray  on  the  air 
And  clean  as  the  heart  that  is  lifted  in  prayer. 

2 

To  dress  as  a  bride  for  her  loved  s  desire 
May  borrows  the  glow  of  the  dawn  for  attire. 

She  rouges  her  cheeks  with  the  pink  of  the  skies 
When  up-streaming  reds  o’er  hill  tops  arise. 

The  blossomy  fleece 
Of  her  apples  and  pears 
Are  woven  caprice 
Of  the  clouds  and  the  airs, 


S.S.— 6 


72 


Quinte  Songs  and  Sonnets 


And  velvet  pansies  that  spring  in  the  grass 
She  gleans  as  the  sundown’s  violets  pass. 

In  her  dim  woods  where  love’s  dreams  and  desire 

Lift  clean  unto  heaven  like  white  smoke  of  fire 

Anemones  rest 

And  trilliums  nod 

Like  the  white  of  her  breast 

To  the  eye  of  her  God. 

These  are  her  thoughts,  pure  espousal  “bons  mots” 
Picked  from  the  stars,  in  her  bride’s  heart  to  blow. 
Skyward  they  sign  like  the  shaft  of  a  spire, 

Clean  from  our  clod  and  its  murk  and  its  mire. 
White  as  the  star  over  Bethlehem’s  byre. 

3 

Bride  bright  adorned  by  her  husband  to  stand 
Clasped  to  the  clasp  of  his  mitigant  hand, 

Her  eyes  sweet  and  dreamful  of  purpling  nights 
And  soft  as  the  changings  of  Northern  Lights, 

May  the  enraptured 
Impulsive  of  bliss, 

Unloathe  being  captured 
Meets  Spring  with  a  kiss. 

In  warmths  of  her  breathing, 

Green  garlands  and  dress, 

Weird  swords  are  unsheathing 
The  world  to  possess, 

Nature  releasing  from  Death’s  harsh  command 
Where  his  fell  rigors  have  blighted  the  land. 

Earth,  stream  and  forest,  the  bird  and  the  bee, 

All  her  dominions  from  sea  unto  sea 
She  moves  with  her  might  of  maternity; 
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And  straight  with  love’s  fingers 
Death’s  net  disentwines 
Which  palsies  the  dingers, 

The  branches,  the  vines. 

The  throats  that  once  dropped 
Sweet  voices  of  song 
No  more  are  estopped, 

For  her  magical  gong 

Wakes  all  to  music  as  surging  as  free 

And  signals  a  paean  of  love’s  victory. 

Full-toned  and  odic,  May’s  bride  rites  demand 
All  join  symphonic  her  nuptial  band. 

4 

Oaks  and  the  maples  burst  buds  on  the  trees 
And  swing  to  the  runes  of  the  winds  and  the  seas, 
Wild  music  urgent  but  voiceless  as  light 
That  trembles  like  sobs  in  the  heart  of  the  night. 
The  sparrow  with  passion 
Sings  love  in  the  grass. 

The  redwings  love  fashion 
Add  notes  as  they  pass. 

The  catbirds,  redbreasts 
Take  time  to  sing  May 
A  prelude  of  nests 
They  work  at  by  day 
Over  the  greening  lawn, 

And  dream  of  by  night  till  the  dews  of  the  dawn. 
Wondrous  love  minstrels  for  May  are  all  these 
Swelling  their  notes  with  the  song  of  the  breeze. 
Epithalamic  the  ducks  and  the  drakes 
Guide  tuneful  ducklings’  soft  pipes  on  the  lakes. 
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High  o’er  the  crags 
Through  the  moonbeamed  nights 
The  Whippoorwill  drags 
Out  his  phonic  delights, 

Reuttered  refrain, 

Weird  as  an  echo, 

Pensive  as  rain, 

Biding  each  check  to 
Be  at  it  again. 

Over  the  beaches  the  snipe  and  the  plover 
Sing  nuptial  notes  from  grayish  shore  cover 
Tuned  to  May’s  soul  with  the  skill  of  a  lover. 

Yea  even  the  crows  ecstatic  join  in 
Spring’s  hymeneal  with  rapturous  din, 

And  from  the  tops  of  her  tallest  green  trees 
They  caw  to  loved  May,  her  bride’s  heart  to  please. 

5 

Turn  then  Exalted!  with  exigent  feet 
From  God’s  cathedral  of  love  to  Time’s  street; 
Tripping  in  sandals  the  gardens  of  grass 
Down  echoing  arches  of  song  must  thou  pass; 

Thy  soul  inly  hushed, 

Thy  face  like  thy  gown, 

Enrosed  and  enblushed 
Thou’lt  go  softly  down 
To  chorus  of  trees 
And  birds  and  the  seas. 

Time  hastes  to  his  noon 
Bearing  thee  who  will  be 
Mother  of  June. 

The  sun  will  be  kind  and  the  stars  unto  thee 
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Bright  May,  bride-mother  of  Summer,  who  soon 
Must  pass  like  white  veils  of  night’s  silver  moon; 
Thy  daughters  fruit-decked  and  tawned  of  the  wheat 
Thy  glory  will  seek  themselves  to  repeat, 

As  Time  moves  swiftly  down  the  long  street. 

But  seek  they  amiss 
For  Time’s  equipage 
Cannot  carry  such  bliss 
In  its  trundling  stage 
As  thine  with  thy  Spring’s 
Sweet  espousalings. 

Days  doubtless  will  be 
When  thy  cloak  of  glory 
Is  lifted  from  thee 
To  shelves  of  pure  story 

That  souls  will  look  back  from  labors  and  care 
And  melt  at  thoughts  of  May’s  sweet  blossomed  air 
While  throbs  of  sad  hearts  will  quicken  their  beat 
Reseeing  thy  bride’s  march  over  Time’s  street. 

6 

Lo  now!  thy  glory  fails  branch  and  fails  stem; 

Bring  scarlet  tanagers  love’s  requiem, 

Songs  for  thy  passing  fresh-winged  from  the  South 
And  cuckoo  with  dolor  is  filling  his  mouth. 

Thy  flowers  like  snow  are  dropped  on  the  grass; 

O’er  them  wilt  thou  go 
Starward  to  pass. 

In  the  ultimate  ages 
Where  beauties  are  kept 
Wilt  thou  dwell  in  love’s  pages 
As  one  who  was  wept, 
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While  profit  accrued 
To  men  as  thou  slept. 

The  heavens  are  bowed  in  lamenting  mood, 

Sad  since  thy  passing  is  difficult  good 
For  souls;  the  skies  overcasting  are  dumb, 

Save  rain  tears  dropping  like  taps  of  a  drum. 

Love  in  love’s  fashion 
Will  cleave  unto  thee 
A  picture  of  passion 
For  Time’s  gallery; 

Thy  bright  robes  of  glory 
To  fond  hearts  agleam 
With  bridal  bright  story 
Transmuted  to  dream. 

Thy  veil  of  beauty  like  mists  over  thee, 

Rifted  asunder  at  threne  of  the  sea 

Will  deck  with  white  tulle,  as  darkened  days  come, 

Thee  bride  of  Spring’s  epithalamium! 

Down  storied  years,  through  arch  and  through  hollow, 
By  memory’s  treasured  paths  and  glades 
Will  dream-wings  float  with  grace  of  a  swallow 
Thy  balms  for  world  sorrows,  lights  for  her  shades. 
From  the  great  minster  of  Death  where  thou  sleep’st 
Toned  from  the  organ  of  thy  slumbrous  soul 
Aye  wilt  thou  issue  pure  songs  which  thou  keep’st 
The  earth  to  ensweeten,  its  loves  to  control 
While  carillon  bells  sound  chime  upon  chime 
Down  the  long  vistas  and  laneways  of  Time! 

To  tell  the  world  yet 
Thou  art  gone  with  regret! 
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ODE  TO  OCTOBER 

OCTOBER  passes  with  soft-sandalled  feet 
Like  cloud  shadows  sweeping  over  the  street. 

At  noon  she  creeps  with  the  sun  up  the  sky, 

At  night  as  lights  in  sad  hearts  she  must  die. 

Oh  that  her  carmine  of  sunsets  might  last, 

Her  incarnadined  leaves  loose  on  the  blast! 

Her  scarlets  and  rose,  her  gold  and  her  greys, 

Would  these  might  dwell  in  our  souls,  all  our  days! 

2 

Now  see  the  sadness  she  paints  on  the  trees 
Like  dolors  of  desolate  shores  by  the  seas! 

She  paints  them  with  gold,  vermilion  or  red; 

Then  with  the  sword  of  her  frosts  strikes  them  dead. 
Fallen  from  their  heads  like  dark  blotches  of  gore 
Oak  leaves  ensanguined  are  splashed  on  earth’s  floor. 
Then  wan  October  with  mists  for  her  sheet 
Leaves  those  bare  trees  like  dead  gods  in  the  street. 

3 

Sundowns  will  bring  darker  paints  from  their  blues 
Toning  for  twilight  the  sun’s  brighter  hues. 

Palettes  of  God,  on  such  derelict  trees 

Shall  paint  as  raiment  dark  tonings  like  these. 

Flaming  October  with  rainbows  of  leaves 

Will  have  died  like  a  youth  for  whom  love  grieves. 

New  snows  and  the  mists  and  mountainous  cloud 

Will  screen  her  o’er  like  a  funeral  shroud. 

4 

But  who  shall  forget  in  Winter’s  dull  cold 
Or  in  the  bleak  days  of  skies  grey  and  old, 
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Gorgeous  embankments  of  blood-tinted  trees 
Illuming  October  as  dawns  on  the  seas? 

Who  shall  ignore  the  horizons  like  fire, 

Aflame  and  asmoke  like  Summer’s  sad  pyre, 

The  hopes,  the  longings,  the  vast  vain  regrets 
That  Summer  lies  dead  from  Winter’s  onsets? 

5 

Who  will  not  think  of  her  orchards  and  vines, 
Laden  with  fruit  and  adrip  with  her  wines, 

Sweet  vintages  cooling  and  mellow  and  pure, 
Unfettered  by  ferment  and  sealed  to  its  lure; 

Her  harvest’s  ardors  that  garner  the  year 
So  the  deep  workings  of  God  do  appear; 
Thanksgiving’s  love  tokens  offered  on  high 
In  turn  for  blessings  had  down  from  the  sky? 

6 

There  have  been  seasons  and  times  that  surpass 
October’s  grandeur  of  green  and  of  grass, 

Months  that  bring  hopes  and  new  loves  to  the  soul 
More  than  October  perchance  can  control. 

Yet  April’s  life  whispers,  flowers  of  June, 

Draw  to  this  glory  of  Autumn’s  high  noon; 

These  bring  their  tributes  and  purple  and  crown, 
Trophies  of  gold,  and  here  lay  they  them  down. 

7 

Gamers  of  God  to  the  ends  of  the  world! 

Gleaming  October  with  banners  unfurled 
Drops  from  your  midst  to  enveloping  time 
As  in  the  sea  slips  a  sunset  sublime. 

And  as  the  twilight  creeps  over  earth’s  breast 
To  grasp  the  sheen  that  yet  haunts  in  the  west 
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So  doth  late  Autumn  slow,  lustreless,  drear, 

Creep  to  the  light  of  this  Queen  of  the  year. 

8 

Few  will  gainsay  when  her  beauties  are  passed 
And  we  recall  them  in  retrospect  massed 
That  she  is  royal  in  raiment  and  face. 

Leaves  make  a  garment  of  infinite  grace, 

Fashioned  by  sunshine  and  frosts  for  her  gown, 
Matched  to  the  lights  of  her  eyes  and  her  crown; 
For  stars  and  sunsets  and  gloamings  and  dawn 
All  gleam  in  the  face  of  her  that  is  gone. 

9 

Let  her  resurgence  then  glorious  be 
From  darkest  shadows  of  gray  memory. 

Let  her  abide  with  her  fruits  and  her  vine 
Sending  sweet  tendrils  our  hearts  to  entwine, 
Filling  our  darkness,  our  throes  of  despair 
With  her  sharp  tonic  and  colorful  air 
And  when  our  courage  is  sagged  or  forsakes, 
Drenching  in  rainbows  the  leaves  that  God  makes. 

10 

Fair  Queen  of  Autumn’s  red  opaline  lights 
Sun-drawn  from  darkness  as  dawns  are  from  nights 
Give  to  our  souls  of  thy  garnered  delights. 

Our  days  will  be  drear  and  enshrouded  in  mist 
While  thou  to  the  sun  mov  st  forth  to  be  kissed, 
Our  hearts  will  hasten  with  seven-leagued  feet 
Back  where  thou  passedst  for  aye  from  the  street, 
And  they  will  mourn  with  thy  tall  stricken  trees 
And  sing  with  the  vain  winds  soft  threnodies, 
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But  thou  shalt  exalted  be  in  the  sky 
Of  dreams  like  white  stars  that  never  pass  bye 
While  their  deep  love  in  our  souls  they  supply. 

11 

Hearken!  a  sound  is  of  guns  on  the  hill, 

A  call  of  the  loon  and  guileless  blue-bill, 
Southbound  from  waters  that  feel  winter’s  chill. 
Tis  a  voice  of  thy  parting,  thy  lonely 
Farewell,  impassioned  and  sad  as  only 
Can  tell  of  dolors  in  hearts  where  may  be 
Sadness  is  sent  like  the  sigh  of  the  sea. 

So  will  we  lift  up  our  ears  to  the  sky 
To  list  as  soft-sandalled  feet  pass  us  bye. 

Thy  tones  will  sink  in  our  hearts  their  farewell. 
Treasured  as  gems  that  are  hid  in  a  well. 

And  from  their  throng  in  our  breast  shall  aspire 
Love  for  thy  leaves,  thy  sunsets  of  fire, 
October’s  beauty  that  grips  our  desire! 


V.  War  Echoes 
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HIS  MOTHER  WHO  WOULD  LIKE  TO  KNOW 

ONE  LONELY  soul  with  face  worn  brave 
Sat  pensive  by  an  autumn  fire, 

Her  thoughts  on  one  across  the  wave, 

Her  heart  caressing  its  desire. 

She  murmured  fancies  soft  and  low; 

’Twas  his  mother  who  would  like  to  know. 

Her  vision  saw  him  on  the  sea, 

In  the  wet  trench  and  training  tents, 

Exposed  to  bold  indecency, 

Or  guns  and  ruthless  elements. 

Hopes  to  fears  no  proofs  could  show; 

’Twas  his  mother  who  would  like  to  know. 

One  day  the  lists  had  named  his  name 
As  one  who  wounded  won  his  cross. 

Forthwith  she  dreamed  him  known  to  fame 
But  feared  the  purchase  price  of  loss. 

And  confirmation  comes  so  slow! 

To  a  mother  who  would  like  to  know! 

And  while  the  fire  was  dwindling  out 
And  wisps  of  smoke  befouled  the  air 
A  door  knock  put  her  dreams  to  rout 
And  packed  her  heart  with  pallid  prayer, 

A  prayer  to  God  to  ease  the  blow, 

To  his  mother  who  would  like  to  know! 

For  this  his  farewell  message  told, 

Revealed  how  pure  his  soul  and  deed; 

His  sacrifice  it  framed  in  gold 
Of  sunsets,  for  her  heart’s  deep  need. 

No  sweeter  gift  can  death  bestow 
On  a  mother  who  would  like  to  know. 
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WITHOUT  A  TRACE 

TURN  Britons  on  thy  yeasty  seas, 

By  Polar  ice  or  Southern  Cross, 

And  reckon  up  thy  debt  to  these 
Who  sailed  thy  ships  and  suffered  loss, 
Who  quailed  not  when  “without  a  trace’’ 
Death  gripped  them  in  its  wet  embrace. 

Their  names  unnoticed  and  unsung 
May  never  reach  an  honor  roll, 

But  theirs  is  the  spirit  that  has  wrung 
Out  of  its  oaks  the  British  soul: 

Theirs  are  the  deeds  that  firmly  bind 
Thy  children’s  spirit,  heart  and  mind. 

Those  utmost  seas,  where’er  they  be, 

That  welcomed  them  to  sapphire  deeps, 
May  they  wash  o’er  them  placidly 
With  glory  while  a  nation  weeps 
And  draws  from  love’s  abundant  store 
New  strength  from  theirs  on  ocean’s  floor. 

We  might  desire  a  resting  place 
More  fitting  than  the  azure  flood, 
Somewhere  not  left  “without  a  trace;” 

But  surely  these  have  understood. 

Our  Empire  stands  upon  the  waves; 
Therefore  they  chose  them  for  their  graves. 

No  fitter  monument  could  be, 

No  grander  tomb  in  which  to  lie 
Than  ocean’s  vast  infinity 
Bounding  the  dome  of  ocean’s  sky 
For  those  who  helped  the  homeland  rise 
Over  the  seas  by  sacrifice. 
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VIMY 

(April  9th.  1917 ) 

1 

TIS  NOW  years  gone  since  April  tears 
Dripped  as  a  cloud  on  Vimy’s  hill 
The  sad  lament  of  Nature’s  heart 
That  shining  souls  did  there  depart 
And  blood  did  flow  adown  the  years 
From  youths  ensanguined,  stark  and  still, 
Along  the  brow  of  Vimy’s  hill. 

2 

Young  Canada  with  dauntless  breast 
Rose  from  their  couch  ere  night  was  gone, 
Swift  as  the  birds  that  brush  the  dawn, 
Sharp  as  the  beams  that  lance  the  night. 
Up  o’er  the  lonesome  hill  they  pressed 
As  if  they  trod  a  velvet  lawn, 

As  if  the  barrage  fires  were  not 
Save  where  a  flashing  lethal  blot 
Spurned  at  their  shining  targe  of  might. 

3 

Today  our  heart  world  music  sings, 

Softer  than  sounds  the  song  birds  make, 
Searching  as  requiems  of  kings, 

Touching  the  soul  with  pride  and  ache, 

A  music  deathless,  undefiled! 

Its  deep-felt  melodies  awake 
Our  proudful  souls  as  angel  wings 
Stir  when  a  mother  mourns  her  child 
With  prides  that  she  will  not  forsake, 

To  starlike  memories  which  fill 
That  weeping  cloud  o’er  Vimy’s  hill. 
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A  SOLDIER’S  PSALM  OF  LIFE 

1 

TWAS  BUT  a  village  soldier, 

A  Bay  of  Quinte  lad; 

Though  war’s  grim  hand  had  bruised  his  flesh 
His  heart  was  clean  and  glad. 

2 

Perhaps  a  strange  exemption 
From  horrors’  leprous  touch! 

That  blood  and  smirch  should  pass  him  by 
And  not  his  soul  enclutch, 

3 

That  he  should  aye  see  sunbeams 
Across  the  ebon  sky 
And  in  war’s  lust  should  love  and  trust 
God’s  every  passerby. 

4 

’Twas  like  in  life’s  young  spring-time 
Flis  mother’s  hands  were  deft 
To  prune  and  shape  a  manly  soul 
As  tender  trees  are  cleft; 

5 

As  if  in  balmy  April 

When  soils  are  loamed  and  fresh 

She’d  sowed  God’s  seeds  of  wholesomeness, 

Of  spirit,  not  of  flesh. 
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6 

For  tenderly  she  gardened 
His  heart  with  Holy  Truth, 

Implanted  seeds  of  sacred  psalms 
That  blossomed  forth  in  youth. 

7 

And  one  especial  seedling 
She  trained  with  solace  sweet; 

Psalm  Twenty-three  she  fostered  well 
To  guide  his  vagrant  feet. 

8 

Thus  when  the  lurid  battles 
Of  Flanders  distant  field 
Engulfed  his  soul  sweet  comfortings 
This  mellow  psalm  did  yield. 

9 

It  was  as  if  the  trenches, 

Their  squalor,  wet  and  grime 
Endued  a  glory  like  to  that 
Trees,  don  with  frosty  rime. 

10 

It  was  as  if  in  darkness 
Upthrust  an  amber  light 
To  spread  along  the  world  abroad 
To  rescue  it  from  night. 
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11 

It  smoothed  away  dark  troubles, 
Strained  clean  the  saddened  skies, 
Possessed  his  soul  of  mute  control 
And  soothed  his  weary  eyes. 

12 

And  when  he  rose  with  dawning 
At  Zero’s  whisp’ring  hour. 

This  quiet  psalm  brought  secret  calm 
And  filled  his  soul  with  power. 

13 

It  carried  him  through  carnage, 
Through  black  and  riven  holes 
Where  life’s  dark  wines  of  sacrifice 
Poured  out  with  riven  souls. 

14 

It  brought  him  bruised  and  broken 
Unto  an  honored  cross, 

A  people’s  mute  requital  for 
Irreparable  loss. 

15 

And  now  their  futile  efforts 
To  mend  his  broken  frame, 

Restore  its  hopeless  pieces 
To  match  them  to  his  fame, 
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16 

Revealed  how  nought  could  hold  back 
The  sombre  arm  of  fate 
Which  spectre-like  reached  forth  to  lay 
A  hero  desolate. 

17 

But  while  his  broken  body 
With  passing  suns  declined, 

No  milk-white  cloud  was  calmer 
Than  the  quiet  of  his  mind. 

18 

For  in  his  soul  one  music 
Of  mother’s  faithful  verse 
Did  play  upon  the  chords  of  self 
And  all  its  glooms  disperse. 

19 

It  was  as  if  a  master 
Had  tuned  a  broken  lyre 
And  played  a  magic  symphony 
On  strings  of  his  desire. 

20 

It  was  as  if  a  sundown 
Had  caught  a  lonesome  tree 
And  dipped  it  in  the  purple  blood 
Of  immortality. 
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21 

For  in  his  face  the  sunsets 
Of  all  God’s  worlds  were  pressed 
And  in  his  heart  were  melodies 
Enthronging  through  the  breast. 

22 

They  gave  him  cheer  for  comrades, 

A  smile  to  cover  pain, 

Unquenchable  a  source  of  song 
To  thrill  his  jaded  brain. 

23 

And  when  the  music  master 
Touched  him  with  wand  of  light 
A  sign  that  now  his  weary  soul 
Should  sing  with  all  its  might; 

24 

He  breathed  “the  Lord,  my  shepherd” 
And  then  “He  leadeth  me” 

“Still  waters”!  when  his  soul  slipped  out 
On  waves  of  psalmody. 

25 

The  warders  bent  to  listen 
To  catch  his  whispered  breath, 

Scarce  seeing  that  the  psalm  he  sang 
Was  lisping  unto  death. 
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26 

And  in  the  echoing  silence 
Seems  sounding  still  his  song, 

“Though  I  walk  the  valley  of  shadows 
No  evil  is,  nor  wrong!” 

27 

“Thy  rod  and  staff  they  comfort, 

Thy  mercy,  Thou  art  there! 

In  Thy  house — I  dwell  forever — 

Thy  peace — a  soldier’s  prayer!” 

28 

And  so  did  his  gentle  spirit 
Pass  like  a  flake  of  snow 
Or  like  a  note  continued 
By  a  merely  gestured  bow, 

29 

Into  the  deep  serene  where 
Such  psalms  as  his  are  sung 
By  stars  across  the  open  skies 
And  joys  are  ever  young. 
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